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DeJong: The Record

THE RECORD
David Cornell Dejong

"ILL

he said. lifting the phonograph record unnecessarily off the turntable ~nd examining it closely. "Il's good to
hear it again. I've missed it, that record." Still holding the record aloft, he looked somewhat defiantly at the
girl on the sofa. Slowly she lifted her eyes from contemplating a minute
spot on her bare: knee, shook her long blond hair from her eyes and
forehead, and pouting a little, she said as :with an effort at ipdifference:
"Well, do then. It's good, sure. But "what'll she, what'll Lorraine do
when she finds out that you've taken one more of her possessions away?"
"It was mine. My brother gave it to me two or three years ago. I
remember," he answered truculently, still not putting the record back,
as if he needed her full approval. '
"Go ahead and play it," she said, examinIng her knee again. "You
must have missed it. It's good, of course. Please, darling, don't wait
for me to assure you again. I might become hypersensitive."
He put the record on the phonograph then, and when it started
playing, he sat down beside her and started stroking her long fair hair..
Her eyes lifted to'his, almost forgivingly, and then together-oh, simply
unanimously, she was wont to call it on brighter days-they listened to
the record. A weU"nigh masculine female voice thumped out the words
in a fashionably raucous way to the accompaniment of the heavier even
more suggestive thumping of a piano:
PLAY ,IT AGAIN,"

. . . What hoI said the bishop,
I will not budge an inch until

Another gentle breeze has lifted
The skirt of that sweet young thing
Standing there on that gorgeous hill.

oW

They smiled at each other, properly, expectantly and understandingly, and both now, as they ought to, waited with slightly parted lips
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and crinkles of appreciation aro~nd their eyes for that really
wonderful final rendition of the refrain, with its variation and
smash· ending:
. . . The skirt ~f that gorgeous young thing
Standing there on that goddamn hill;

Both chuckled indulgently, appreciatively, is he jumped up to shut off '
the phonograph.-"It's swell, isn't it?" he demanded. "Over and over
again, it's swell, isn't it?"
"It is, darling. I'm glad now you swiped it.' I'm glad you did,
except, o~ course, -that it'll put you full of reminiscences again. . . . "
"I told you, I didn't swipe it,", he interrupted her.
"I know, darling. I'm just splitting hairs, aren't I?~' she murmured with mock contriteness. ,"You are so sensitive, aren't you, dear?
Especially this time of evening. And always just aftet: you've seen your
children."
"Cut it out," he said, slamming the lid of the phonograph .down.
"Or I'll play it again."
"But do," she purred, giving him her best smile with her widely
painted full lips. . ,
He didn't; simply because she had given him permission in that
smiling way. He knew better. He didn't sit down' beside her: again,
but in the eCJsy chair on the other end of the narrow apartment, and
very deliberately he picked up his pipe arid started filling it. Stubbornly
then-with that inflection in his voice which warned: See here, we'll
have none of this now-he started ~saying, musingly rather than directly
to her, "It's funny, that record. We used to test our friends by it. You
could always tell the ones with a sense of humor, the ones with a little
enlightenment in their bones. When it'd come to that final punch
line, they'd applaud or jump up or laugh and-demand immediately to
hear it again, and '. . . . " "You see," she interpolated, looking at him
accusingly with her dayflower-blue eyes. "You see."
"See what?" he demanded..
"You are reminiscing. I warned you."
He grimaced and sh~ugged, but he continued: "And some would
be simply immune to it, and some shocked, especially by that ending.
"But it was at least better to be shocked than immune. Some would
- talk all the way through it, and then when they'd see the othets laugh,
they'd say: 'What's it all about? ~ood, wasn't'it, but I didn't get it-'
Like Arthur Stuart~ for instance. Drunk, of course."·
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"And now you're elaborating," she said with slightly more malicious pique in her voice. "But continue. I love it."
"Damn you," he said, drawing angrily at his pipe, but" persisting.
. "And the Nortons, they loved it, of course, and the Arnolds."
"And what about her?" She hesitated deliberately before she
added, "Lorraine, what about her?"
'~Well," he answered, immediately warming up to her jealousy, .
"well, naturally, just because every real person liked it, she pretended
to hate it. She said it was phony."
"Darling, it is, of course."
"Is what?" he demanded, at last looking at her directly.
"Phony;"
"Cut it out," he said ineptly. "Quit that new tack of yours, of
agreeing with her. It's a little late for that."
She sat up properly, her dress drawn demurely over her knees, her
hair pushed Jlack behind her ears, and she grinned, "You're so sweet,"
she mocked, "when you talk like that. So young, too; you'd never guess
that you'll be forty next summer. Or is it the next? Tell me about
the kids now. What amazing tricks did little David pull off, and what
cute things did little Isbel say? What did they say, for instance, when
you walked off with their mama's record? Or did you bribe them? It
~ust be wonderful to be a father."
"My record," he said extremely gently, and not too crueNy he continued, "and my childr~n, too, dear. ~ And I'm still allowed to see them
once a week. Don't forget."
She smiled generously, displaying too well the lipstick stains on
her teeth. She bowed her head"a little, as if to prove tp him that she
felt his rebuke. "You must forgive me for being jealous," she said then
in a small girl's voic~. "When you shut me out like .that and . . . . "
"Don't," he said, uncertain whether to take her seriously or not.
."Don't be tantalizing."
She chuckled. Then with a wholly forgiving mien, she walked
over to his chair and pulled the pipe out of nis mouth and took three
or four puffs-something he always loved, something which always
oddly flattered and consoled him-and then inserted it <;arefully between
his teeth again. "You do miss your old friends, don't you, dear? It does
mean a lot to you, doesn't it? You did sacrifice a lot, when you started
putting up with me, didn't you?"
.
She paused to give him a chance to say his pat but fairly genuine:
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"But it was .worth 'it." He didn't. He merely 'examined her warily
over his pipe.
"And instead of living in a liice house, the papa of two wonderful
chU-dren, the husband of a domestic jewel of a wife," she continued
lovingly, "you're here with me. In a small furniShed apartment, just
a little better than a hotel room, because you're here a little longer,
and because you could salvage a few things from your nice house with- out breaking the letter of the law, to make this a bit more homelike."
She started pointing at them one by one. "Like those three little pictures, that darling little radio, the smoke stand, that green scarf, the
. Persian print, and, of course, your pipe_so And Y9u were so sweet allowing ~e. ~o add something petit and intimate here and there. Darling,
wasn't it a wonderful year, here among our 'souvenirs?"
Angrily, and in spite of himself, his eyes h4d followed her finger
as it pointed to each one of the objects, but he mad~ no effort to blow
his smoke away from her face now. "And just exactly what are you
.
leading up to?" he asked huskily."
She turned 'her face and smiled deliberately into· the cloud of
smoke, and tried to p~ll the pipe from.between his clasped teeth. He
didn't let go. "Just -this, darling. I want to save you a lot of heartache, and a bad dose of ennui and all that. Don't you realize, three
more weeks and we can celebrate our first anniversary?"
. "Well?" he asked, his voi.ce.edged with remorse.
"Well, darling, I was so afraid you'd be" planning things~ You
know, to have your old friends in to celebrate. The way you do stick
your darling impractical neck out. Recall all the series of little housewarmings yort .tried to pull off? . Again and" again? And how your
dearest friends, like the Nortons and Arnolds, you know those deIlghtful broadminded people who appreciate !hat bishop record so much,
how each time they had ali excuse, and each time sent flowers or whiskey
instead. Or that silly blue vaSe, that doesn't fit with the curtains,
and . . . . "
"Don't," he pleaded.
"Darling, it's just me reminiscing _now. And ~ow the Whites finally did call, but only when they were sure that there'd be nobody else
so that there'd be no witnesses.. But the Parsons did come, and they did
report to everybody, and especially to Lorraine, what small and niggardly furnished quarters we lived in. And, of course,· Arthur Stuart,
so he could get cheaply drunk., You see, dear, :l'mmer-ely_trying save
you from another series of headaches."

to
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He had takeIY his pipe from his mouth, and his face was drawn and
white. With pale, hard lips he asked: "Okay, okay, what do you want
me to say now? Well, what about your own brother, then? ~d that
dinner party he and Fay gave us, and . . . . "
She chuckled delightedly, caressing the hard lines in his face with
her long tapering fingers and crimson fing~mans. "Darling, you an~
mixed up, aren't you? And do you look forty when you scowl like that.
Dorft forget, I'm only a little over twenty, and it isn't fair. . . . Of·
course, it wasn't my brother who gave that dinner party. He's an innocent, just like you. Like most men, bless them."
, "Go on," he said sternly.
"You 'never did guess, did you? You merely thought we were stepping up into a better strata of people. My kind. It was my sister-inlaw, naturally. Fay could uSe me as the piece de resistance at that dinner. You know, Fay needs something like that to keep her interest in
li£.e going. And there I was, a sweet young thing just out of college w~o
had blithely taken a great big man away from his wife and kiddies and
,kept him for herself. It was a too-precious something to let that go
-begging."
"I'll hit youl" h,e growled.
"I wish you would," she said gently.
"Why do you say those things?" he asked helplessly.
"But, darling, just to save you. You would, if you'd remembered
the anniversary, you would have tried to get your old friends to come.
Even though you are still smarting because they haven't so far, no
-matter how affable they are to you on the street or in your office. Isn't
that right?"
He pushed her away from him and got up. "I'm going to play
that record again, and I'll pour myself a drink," he threatened.
"Do play the record," she smiled, cuddling deeper in the chair he
had vacated. "But no drink. yet, you know. No morose, solitary drink. ing before ten o'clock. Only when there are friends. And it's barely
,
nine-thirty."
"Well, who'll show up yet? You just got through saying, no one,
no one ever . . . ," he cried testily, stomping back to .her chair, coming
to a stop in front of her, his fingers fidgeting, his knuckles white.
All the time she kept smiling up at him, her blue eyes full of
steadfast candor and defiance.
And then suddenly the bell rang.
Quickened with relief, he hurried to the buzzer and pressed it.'

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1946

5

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 16 [1946], Iss. 3, Art. 10

THE

RECORD

When he looked over his shoul<;ler at her, he saw that she had straight-ened with as much hopeful anticipation as he had. _ For one unpalatable moment her eagerness hurt him violently. Then hearing the footsteps coming up the stairs, he hurried to open the door, and seeing who
the caller was, he said brightly over his shoulder: "Why, it's Arthur
Stuart. And practically spber at that."
The gangly, half-drunk young man blinked at the light of the
room, and grimacing foolishly at both of them, he submitted to their
taking off his coat and hat, and their shaking his h~nd, before he could'
say with considerable difficulty: "What '0 you mean, practicallY sober?
Dead sober. Just had a beer an ,~our o~ so ago. ~ut I said to myself,
I've neglected my dear old friends; my . . . .'"
.
"But you will have a drink?" she demanded. "We wer.e just about
to have one. We just felt like celebrating something,oh! anythipg, you
know.
"Well, yes," he said with a most daring show of reluctance, as he
dropped hi~self unceremoniously in the chair they had just vacated,
and sprawled his long legs and out-size feet practically across the room.
"I can't refuse when you put it that way. No, I can't very well and be
a gentleman.",
"Darling," she shouted in the direction of the kitchenette where
he was already getting out bottles, glasses, and ice cubes. "Darling, did
Arthur ~ver hear this wonderful record? Is it all right to play it for
'him? He'll love it, won't he?"
.
"Do play it for Arthur," he shouted jovially from the kitchenette.
She put the record on the phonograph, and then sat down on the
sofa, watching Arthur with an expectant smile on her wide mouth. He
started emulating that smile when he became aware of it. In fact, he
didn't remove his .somewhat blurred eyes 'from her smile until the record came to the first refrain:
"

.

8 - '

.

. . . What hoI said the bishop,
I will not budge an inch until
Another gende breeze has lifted
.The skirt of that sweet young thing
Standing there pn that gorgeo~ hill.
because she'then lifted her hand, indicating the record, warning him
.thathe shouldn't miss it. He put a bigger grin on his face and turned
his eyes dutifully toward the phonograph. At that sam~ moment, however, his host' came out of the kitchenette with the d;rinks, and ,once
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more his interest was diverted. But once more he turned his head
obediently toward the music, when he saw that his host, too, drinks in
hand, had stopped'to listen.
.
He readily echoed their laughter, when the punch line
... The skirt of that gorgeous young thing
Standing there on. that goddamn hill.
came, and while both of them looked at him with such bright expectancy.
. "Gee, that's good, all right. That's okay.. That goddamn ,hill,
that's good, all right," he shouted affably, extending his hand toward
~e drin~. "It's good, all right; but what the devil is it all about?"

..

'J

..;
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